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The Rule 


Author's Notes: 

The story plays in the times around 2003-2004 when Mikko started performing with the band and Perttu had 
an alcohol problem. It builds up on the events described in DeadWidow's Introduction story (part | and 2). If you 
want to see what the band looked like in this period, here's e.g. a video from 2003. This is my first fiction 
ever. Lots of thanks to DeadWidow, other authors and the band for inspiration. 


It had been a long time that Perttu wanted to check out a club that someone had recommended to him, but 
never found the time to do so. Now was the day, he decided. It was a nice little ambience, sparsely decorated, 
but the lights were pleasant as well as the selection of music they played. Most visitors seemed to hang out 
in couples or bigger groups, and Perttu's eyes wondered around the room trying to identify familiar faces. 
After he didn't find any, his gaze stopped at the DJ. He was a young slim guy with blonde hair that reached to 
the middle of his neck. As his session seemed to end, Perttu walked over to start a conversation. The guy's 
name turned out to be Mikko. They talked for a while, Perttu gradually getting sunk into the conversation with 
this easy going blonde and starting to like him more than he usually liked most new acquaintances. Eventually, 


the DJ said, 


"Look, | have to pack my stuff up, so if you want to keep talking, let's move to the backstage." When they did, 
Mikko started pulling posters down from the wall. 


"I didn't know DJs take the posters with them every time." 


"They don't. It's my last evening here. I'm moving to Britain in two weeks, got invited to do the same there but 
for more money. It's a nice club here, but they pay so little its almost not worth the ride." 


"Are you like worried going abroad?" 


"Not really, I've already been abroad for a longer time, in Berlin Flew over for two weeks after | was out of 


school to see what the famous punk scene was like. Couldn't leave for over a year." 
"Why?" 


| had a feeling if | left, I'd never come back And it was true. You know, it's true of any place. Its hardly ever 
possible to come back, even if you leave just for a year with a return ticket in your pocket. But in Berlin of 
that time it was not just true, it was directly visible. Serious people soon discovered it was a place to make 
money, enough to even install bathrooms in places that had never had them. In fact, | was already a little too 


late when | arrived." 


"So you just came back?" 


"Yeah. Felt my time there was over. | had to get back to regular life here. And then, | got kinda tired of the 
outside toilets that you have to clean yourself every other day. I'm a spoiled city kid after all, much like you. 
Trying to be alternative is wishful thinking more often than not," Mikko smiled He was talking plainly and even 
modestly, but his words smelled like the excitement of a reality that Perttu never got to know. 


"Do you have any pictures from that time?" 


"Just this one," he pulled a piece of paper out of his wallet that featured two almost shaved people sitting on 


some kind of a fence. 
"Is this the girlfriend you had back then?" 


"My boyfriend. Well, you know, it's hard to tell if he was my boyfriend," Mikko shrugged. "| mean we shared a 
room in an occupied house - the only one that had a double window with no broken parts. And on many 
occasions we shared the bed as well, or rather an old mattress. But it was less obvious with other spheres of 
life. For instance we didn't tell each other where we were going or when we'd be back. We each had our issues, 
and sadly | wasn't mature enough at the time to be of any help to him with the transitioning. Besides, it's not 
like we cooked pasta in a cozy kitchen on the weekends and visited parents together for Christmas." 


Mikko put the picture back into his wallet and grabbed a box from the floor, put it on the table between them 


and pointed at the shelf behind Perttu, "Now, let's try to fit those vinyls in here safely." 


Mikko held the box open on both sides, while Perttu slowly slid a bunch of discs into it. The vinyls were as 
large as the box was wide and Perttu was holding a stack of them, turned vertically, on both sides. When the 
bottom of the stack reached the bottom of the box, his hands stopped on top of Mikko's. The box still had 
space for more disks, and Perttu was afraid that if he let them go, they would topple and get damaged. Mikko 
turned his hands palms up and grabbed Perttu's hands. Their eyes met, and a moment later their lips. Perttu 
enjoyed the kiss so much he didn't want to be the one to break it, and he could bet Mikko was doing the same. 
So they just stood there on the opposite sides of the table still holding the box and the vinyls. 


Eventually, Perttu wanted to use his hands for something more interesting, "We shouldn't leave them like this 
in the box, or they'll fall on the side. Maybe you have some packaging paper, to fill the rest of the space?" 


Mikko withdrew his hands and looked at the box for a second, contemplating, then at Perttu, "Sorry, no. You 


just have to hold them like that. There are some rare records in there, so do your best." 


‘This little tease, Perttu thought to himself getting excited as Mikko walked around the table. His new 
acquaintance stopped on the left of him and slowly passed his hand over Perttu's arm and chest. The long- 
haired guy shifted slightly as Mikko touched him through his pants. The DJ smirked and squeezed himself into 
the space between Perttu and the table, standing on his knees. He unzipped Perttu's pants and pulled the elastic 
of his boxers down. Perttu had to close his eyes when a warm tongue touched his sensitive spots. He wanted 
to bury his hands in Mikko's hair but left them on the discs following the game. Mikko started applying more 
pressure, almost making Perttu regret this pleasure would be over soon, but then switched to lighter 


movements. He repeated this pattern several times until the cellist couldn't hold any longer. 
Mikko got up removing Perttu's hands from the vinyls to fit into the space between him and the table. They 
shared a kiss. Suddenly, someone started knocking on the door, "Can you hurry up please? | have to close this 


place." 


"Is there any chance I'm gonna see you.. next week or next year, or whenever you plan to return to Helsinki?” 


Perttu asked zipping up his pants. 


"Like | said, one can't return But you can come watch my other last gig this Saturday. | play drums actually, | 
just haven't found a way to get paid for it yet. And you can come hang out at my place on Sunday if you like." 


"Can | bring the guys too?" 


"On Saturday, yes," Mikko smirked. "Here at eight.” 


FEKE 


At the door of his apartment, Mikko greeted Perttu with a peck on the lips before a wide smile appeared on 


his face. He gestured for his quest, who was removing his coat and shoes, to come inside and closed the door. 
Perttu had already witnessed Mikko in the club on two occasions, but now it was interesting for him to see 
this guy in his home environment. They both walked inside Mikko's living room full of boxes placed randomly 
around the floor. He pointed Perttu to the table and reached to the fridge returning with two beer bottles. 
"Glad you came nevertheless," the host declared putting the bottles on the table and opening them. 
"Nevertheless?" 


"Well yeah. ‘Cause | told Eicca ‘no' this morning.’ 


"You talked to Eicca?!" Perttu saw his band mate introducing himself to Mikko after the last night's gig but 


was surprised to hear that this acquaintance went beyond that. 


Mikko frowned and squinted at Perttu, "He called and asked me if I'd join Apocalyptica as a drummer on tour. 
You didn't know?" 


"Hm, | might have been not paying attention when the guys talked about drumming yesterday. But that has 
been an ongoing topic for some time now" Last night especially, Perttu felt Mikko was too much into last gigs, 
departures, farewells and philosophizing about it. He was starting to hate it and preferred to turn his 
consciousness down with an extra mixed drink, and then another one. The end of the evening was a blur to him. 
"So why ‘no'?" 

"What do you mean ‘why’? l'm almost out of here." 


"Didn't you say DJing was like a side thing until you could start drumming for a living?" 


"Yeah, but.. Besides, Apocalyptica is not my style. That's actually the reason | gave Eicca - that I'm not a 


metal drummer." 

"Sounds a bit lame to me." 

"Maybe.. Also, you know.. You all are these classical educated people from cultural families." 
"So?" Perttu rolled his eyes, having had this talk countless times already. 

"| don't know. What am | supposed to chat about with everyone after the gigs?" 


"Right, because we only talk about Bach 24/71. Besides, we've been like outcasts in the classical world since we 
started playing metal.” 


"Ah, come on. Metalheads like to pretend to be the outlaws out there, but they've become such mainstream 


really. Before you know it, metal bands will be playing on cruise ships for some rich idiots. Sometimes the most 


trashy poppy record made on the worst equipment sounds much more like a real thing than a metal album 
that cost thousands of euros to produce." Perttu sipped his beer in silence, and Mikko continued, "Look, it 
doesn't matter. What's done is done. Let's just have fun tonight, and tomorrow I'll meet my landlord bringing up 
a potential future tenant" 


Perttu felt the conversation was about to return to the same dreaded issue, so he switched to the first topic 


that occurred to him, "This trans guy in Berlin you told me about.. Was it like weird?" 


"Not really. | mean the whole world around was weird and fucked up, so in that sense it was, you know, with 
the whole homelessness and all, but not more so than everything else. But its a nice example that things don't 


have to be black and white. For everyone." 


"That's cool," Perttu felt the story resonated with his own perceptions that he had never cared to put into 


words. 


"What really is weird is how some people will start harassing you if you do something that in their opinion does 
not match with being a guy or a girl. Even such minimal things as knitting or using body care products." 


Perttu smiled. He remembered how his longer hair and eyeliner in concert photos had surprisingly turned out 
to be an issue with some of his older relatives. Not that he cared about their opinion, but from that time on 
he felt like he wanted to disturb them with something more unconventional, but never really came to do so. 
Maybe he didn't just want to shock annoying relatives but also didn't mind exploring something different. And 


now he heard someone actually voicing what he had been feeling all along. 
"In fact, | found some make-up as | was packing today, let's see what's there," Mikko went on. 
"You have like a cross-dressing fetish?" 


"No," Mikko laughed. "It's my ex's. She promised to pick up her stuff months ago, but it looks like I'll just have 
to throw it away when | move out." Mikko stood up and looked into one of the boxes. Perttu wished this guy 
would stop mentioning his upcoming departure every five minutes. "Not much, just some glitter and nail polish," 


Mikko continued, "Wanna try painting your nails? You can do the left hand, and then | help you with the other." 


Neither of them had a steady hand, but Perttu liked the result nonetheless. While he was waiting for the nails 
to dry, Mikko grabbed the glitter and placed some on Perttu's moustache and then randomly on both their 
cheeks and foreheads. Then he pulled him up from the chair and led to a mirror, "Awesome, now we both look 


like stupid monkeys.” 


Perttu giggled in response looking at the shiny lines on the other guy's face. Mikko passed his finger down 
Perttu's cheek stopping at the corner of his lips and kissed him. Perttu felt Mikko's tongue slide into his mouth, 
first carefully, then gaining confidence, passing on the side of his teeth and engaging in a little struggle with his 
own tongue. Without looking, Perttu started unbuttoning Mikko's shirt until he slid it off his shoulders and 
threw to the floor. It was followed by Perttu's t-shirt, which Mikko had pulled over his head. Perttu undid 


Mikko's belt and placed his hands on the small of the drummer's back. Then he moved his hands down and slid 
them under the fabric hoping his nails had dried enough not to cause damage to Mikko's clothes. The reflection 
of them in the mirror, topless, turned him on even more. Mikko pulled Perttu's zipper down and touched him 


through his boxers. The cellist inhaled loudly. Soon the rest of Perttu's clothes landed on the floor as well. The 
long-haired guy turned Mikko around hugging him from the back in front of the mirror. 


Perttu kissed the back of his lover's neck, and Mikko rolled his head to the side placing his hands behind 
himself on the cellists hips. Perttu caressed Mikko's stomach and chest, his nails accentuated with the nail 
polish. The drummer couldn't tear his eyes away from the sight in the mirror. Perttu moved his hands down 
and opened Mikko's fly. The drummer had trouble keeping his eyes open as they started touching each other 
simultaneously, Perttu's hand inside Mikko's boxers, and Mikko's behind his back In one move, the cellist pulled 
his lover's jeans and underwear down, the belt buckle sounding as it hit the floor. Perttu licked over the 
fingers of his other hand and lowered it down Mikko's spine. The guy in the front started breathing faster as a 
finger started circling around his entrance. With a little pressure, Perttu got his finger inside, accompanied by 
a quiet moan. He started sliding it in and out, feeling that Mikko's hips followed his movement. The drummer's 
hand was still on Perttu's cock, but as they proceeded, Mikko started losing rhythm. 


Its fine, just relax and enjoy", Perttu whispered into his lover's ear. 
Their eyes met in the mirror, and Mikko produced a confident smile, "| want more of you, Perttu.” 


The cellist removed his finger slowly and reached down for the condoms and lube in the back pocket of his 
pants. He rolled down the latex and returned to kissing Mikko's upper back, his arm around the drummer's 
chest. Mikko took Perttu's hand and brought it to his mouth slowly kissing every finger, the thumb, the 
beginning of the wrist and finally stopping at the other guy's palm. His hot breath filled up the inside of 
Perttu's hand and the spaces between his fingers. Perttu pressed his hand with more force on Mikko's mouth 
pulling him closer and started entering him slowly keeping eye contact in the mirror. After making sure the 
drummer had enough time to adjust, he went on with in and out movements. As he increased the speed, Mikko 
moaned into his palm, biting on his index finger when his lover started going in deeper. The cellist bit slightly on 


the other man's shoulder. Perttu rolled his other hand around Mikko's cock, following the rhythm of his hips. 


The drummer's breath was getting more and more unsteady inside Perttu's hand, until and the cellist felt 
warm liquid in his other palm. It made him give up his control and dissolve in the shooting pleasure that turned 
off the surroundings. Perttu dropped his forehead on the bend of Mikko's shoulder, waves of his long blonde 


hair streaming down the drummer's chest. 

The two guys stayed like this a little longer, until they managed to regain their breath. Mikko turned around 
and kissed Perttu softly on the lips. As they parted, the cellist gave him a smile and threw his hair to the 
back with a move of his neck. Then he removed the condom and started putting on his pants. 


"Where are you going?" Mikko asked surprised. 


"Home," Perttu found the question odd. He was only used to sleepovers with girls, not with guys. 


"Why?" Mikko frowned. 
Perttu shrugged in response. 
"You are totally welcome to stay for the night. If you like.” 


Perttu got undressed again, and the two guys moved to the bed. As they slid under the covers, Perttu felt 
very warm, both from the warmth of the human body next to him and the smiling look in the eyes of his new 
acquaintance. Before turning down the lights, Mikko raised his index finger, "On one condition: | have to get up 


early to clean before the landlord arrives." 


Perttu nodded silently. A bitter feeling spread over his thoughts. He just met the guy, but it seemed so easy 
to be around him. No feeling of hierarchy, no unnecessary drama. "I can talk to Eicca and Paavo, in case you'd 
like to reconsider," he heard his own words slip out of his mouth before his brain had a chance to critically 
evaluate the message. He got an uneasy feeling the next second thinking he might have just tied a knot that 
was too complex for him to deal with. Yet it was unclear at this point if any of the strings he was pulling on 
would actually lead to anything, and he let himself stop worrying about it for now. 


FEKK 


Perttu got off the tram and hurried to their rehearsal place. When he got there, he saw Mikko sitting on the 


floor in front of a closed door. 
"Hey, sorry l'm late. | thought Eicca would already be here, so he'd open up for you." 
"Look at your phone. Apparently they are both stuck in traffic ‘cause the roads are icy." 


"Want some coffee?" Perttu dropped his keys on the counter and turned the coffee machine on. Then he 
opened the fridge, "Or energy drink?" 


"lIl take the energy drink" Mikko took the cold can from Peru's hand. Perttu put his hand on the other man's 
wrist and let it slide upwards while they shared a prolonged kiss, until his fingers reached the back of Mikko's 


head. The drummer put his arm on Perttu's back and pulled him closer. 


Gurgling sounds and the smell of coffee spread around the room. They interrupted the kiss, and soon Perttu 
returned with a cup, steam rising from it. Instead of drinking his coffee, he took a big gulp from Mikko's can. 
Then he got on his knees and put his cup down on the floor. With both hands, he elevated Mikko's shirt and 
started kissing and licking his toned stomach. The sensation of the cold from Perttu's mouth made Mikko gasp 
and tremble in his muscles. Perttu broke the contact and took a sip from his cup. When he licked Mikko's 
stomach again, the drummer moaned and breathed in, involuntarily trying to escape from Perttu's burning 
tongue. Perttu put his hands on the back of Mikko's hips keeping him in place. The long-haired man's tongue 


proceeded to lick the stripe of skin under Mikko's belt that now became accessible. 


"You must be kidding me!" A deep voice filled up the room, and Perttu turned around to see Eicca pull his 


hoody over his head and slam the door behind him. 


Mikko moved away in disbelief, looking surprised and ashamed, "Shit, | didn't hear him drive in. He looked really 
mad. | didn't expect him to be homophobic though." 


"He isn't. It's a different story.” 


"What different story?" 


"Let's just say there's this rule that you don't get involved with your band mates. I'm not the one who 
invented it," Perttu replied with a heavy heart. 


"So you dragged me into your band, had me cancel my contract and flight just to be kicked out a few weeks 


later? Or you were planning to dump me any day now?" Mikko looked around for his coat. 


FKE 


After a while, Paavo finally appeared in the rehearsal room, "An hour in that traffic jam! You were right not 
getting the driver's license, these days it's faster to use the public.. Why are you sitting on the floor? 
Where's everyone?" 


"They.. left!" Perttu looked like he had trouble focusing. 


"Isnt it a little early to be drinking?" Perttu wasn't exactly the most stable guy he knew, but getting drunk on 
the morning of a rehearsal day was something new. "Come on, let's go for a walk to freshen up and you tell 


me. 


Perttu was close to a collapse several times on the icy pavement if it wasn't for Paavo holding his elbow. 

After half an hour they finally reached the bay. The quay was moist, and Perttu eventually fell. He got up 
assisted by Paavo, removing pieces of ice and crushed stone from his palms. "You have got to wear gloves, 
especially with a job like yours," the older man pointed out. The fall took most of the remaining intoxication 


away. 
"Paavo, back when you were in the academy, you did stuff with guys, didn't you? | mean like gay stuff" 
"Well, you know.. I've always thought that people should do things, not waste time worrying how to name them. 


But you have to realize I'm an older generation. | think the younger kids now are more into identities and such. 


Too serious for my taste, you know?" 


"So why did you stop?" 


‘It was a bit like a never ending party. It was fun, but soon | got another never ending party with Apocalyptica 
gigs, so." 


"Did you think about having like a relationship with a guy?" 
"I did, with Eicca, you know that." 


"Yes, but besides?" 


"No. Well, you know, eventually | met my wife. | don't know, | guess | never saw it as a real possibility, you 
know? | mean Eicca is a different story ‘cause | knew him so well already, so it wasn't about the gender. But 


otherwise, there are some darker sides to living homosexually.” 
"Like being bullied?" 


"That too, but | never gave a shit about some stupid people | didn't even know. What l'm talking about is that 
deep in your mind you don't see yourself as equal. You know, all these people that are fighting for equality now, 
and it's great, but | guess it's easier to fight someone than to fight yourself. We're all brought up in ways 
that are hard to erase from your brain Also, living like that, you inevitably separate yourself from people who 


you think are not accepting enough, and too many times those are from your family and friends circle." 

"Is this why Eicca didn't want to continue, too?" 

"| don't know. | don't think he cared about making things public. But he's a steadily rooted guy, you know? Also 
with an intuition for many things. | guess it didn't feel right us being together, with the new band on top. But | 
can't tell you what his principal reasoning was." 

"Do you ever miss the times when you were together?" 

"Not really. Or, you know." Paavo raised his eyes looking away, "I fucking miss those times because | could go 
hiking whenever | wanted, or party until 3 am. every day and go to work the next morning at the regular time. 
And we all were.. We knew what we were, and we still had to figure out where we were heading. Now it's the 
other way around." He stopped and looked back at Perttu, "But | guess that's not what you meant. Why are 
you asking all this?" 

Let's say | was with a guy in the past.” 


"You mean Eicca, don't you?" 


"Yes," Perttu blushed. "But it was friends with benefits, nothing more.. or nothing less, depending on how you 


see it.. And some time ago | met this guy in a club, and." 


"He wants the whole package?" 
"Yes, basically. 

"And you?" 

"Me too | guess!" 


"So what's the problem? Despite what | said, for you it'd probably be not that different with guys as it is with 


girls, and for what | know you're not the kind of guy who's scared of commitment." 
"His name is Mikko." 


"So?" Perttu seemed uncomfortable, so Paavo used humor to make the conversation less dramatic, "Too many 
men around here are named Mikko, you can't rule them out based just on that. Even our new drummer.. 


Perttu raised his eyebrows pointing out the obvious. "Wait, you mean Mikko?" 
Perttu nodded. 
"Are you crazy?" 


"Why, Paavo, why? Yes, | remember the ‘don't mix work and love life' thing perfectly well, but if all three of 
us have tripped over that fucking rule, maybe the problem is with the rule, not with us? And you know, I've 
paid once already. If it weren't for it, | would have played on the first albums with you." 


"You know that wasn't the only reason. | bet you enjoy your permanent position in the orchestra. If this band 


goes to hell, you'll at least be able to pay your rent.” 
"Thanks, Dad." 


Paavo felt Perttu just crossed the line he didn't like to see crossed. What did this young guy want to hear? 
That Eicca probably came up with the rule to soften up the breakup for both of them, and Paavo held on to 
that excuse to make it possible to continue their friendship? It was bitter, but it gave them a sense of an 
objective necessity instead of figuring out who was the first one to give up. Or that, when things started to 
develop between Perttu and Eicca shortly after, Eicca knew he had no right to overturn the rule without 
looking like a hypocrite, and Paavo didn't suggest it himself because he didn't want to watch the two young 
cellists together every day? Even if now he didn't mind Perttu getting together with whomever he wanted, it 
wasn't in his power to change the past. So he emphasized the other aspect instead, "Besides, since the story 


with the drummer began, I've seen you drunk more often than sober, and it's not doing you good." 


"You know what, there's a tram stop in the end of this street, I'd better head for it. Thanks for the talk." 


RK 

Rehearsals went on, and noone was reminding Mikko of the incident. He was thankful for that. The guys treated 
him better every day. Yet he didn't feel confident enough to ask why Perttu wasn't coming to rehearse, 
replaced by their old member Antero on most occasions. Eventually, on a particularly sunny spring day, Mikko 
found all four cellists hugging in the room. 

"Hey, long time no see, man," he patted Perttu on his upper arm. 

"Ouch!" 


"What?" 


"Nothing, got a tattoo, and it still hurts like hell. | was telling the guys about this new song | composed. | named 


it ‘Farewell. You think you can come up with a beat?" 


He took out a new black cello and started playing. 


